The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deede is this. 

Hum. A bloody dccdc, almoft as bad, good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King. 

Hum. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding foolefarvvell, 

1 tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou find’ll to be too bufie is fome danger, 

Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hart, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penitrable ftuffe, 

Jfdamned cuflome haue notbrafditlb, 

That it be proofe and bulwark againft fence. 

Ger. Whathaue I done, that thou dar’ft waggethy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Hum. Such an aft 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modefly. 

Cals vertuehippocrit.rakes oftheRofe 
From the faire torhead of an innocent loue, 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
Asfalfe as dicers oathes.o fuch a deede. 

As from the body of contraftion plucks 
The very foule, and fweet religion makes 
A rapfedy of words ; heauens facedooes glowe 
Ore this folidity and compouod mafle 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 
Is thought fick at the aft 
Quee. Ay me, what aft? 

Hum. That roares fo low’d , and thunders in the Index, 
Cooke heere vpon this Pifture, and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on this browc, 

Htpcriom curies, the front of tore himfelfe, 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A flation like the herald Mercury, 


New lighted on a heaue, a kifsinghill, 

A combination, and a forme indeede, 
Wliereeuery God didfeemeto fethis feale 
Tq giuethc yvQtld aflurancc of a man, 








Prince ofDcnm&rhe. 

This was your husband, looke you now what followes, 
2, ere is your husband like a mildewed care, 

Kaftin^his wholfome brother,baue you eye*, 

Could you on this faire mountaine leaue to feede. 

And batten on this Moore ; ha, haue you cy« ? 

you cannot call it loue, for at your age 

The heyday in the blood is tame, its bumble* 

And waits vppon the Judgement, and what mdgement 
Would ftep from this to this.fcnce fure youe haue 
FIs could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, for madnefle would not erre 
Nor fence to extacie was nere fo thral d 

Butitreferu’d feme quantity of choile 

To ferue in fuch a difference, what deuill waft 
That thus hath cofund you at hodmanblind } 

Eyes without feeling , feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmellmg fance all, 

Orbutaficklypartofonetruefence 

Could not fo mope : 6 fhame where is thy blufh . 
Rebellious hell, . 

If thou canft mutine in a M atrons bones. 

To flaming youth let vertue be as wax 
And meltin herqwnefire,proclainie no fhame 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge, 
Sincefroft it felfe as aftiuely dothburne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

Ger. O Humlet fpeake no more. 

Thou turnft my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and greeued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin’ft. 

Hum. Naybuttoliue 

In the ranck fweat of an infeemed bed 

n Stewed in corruption, hony ing, and making lou& 
Ouer the nafty (tie. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in myearcs, 

‘ N o more fwcete Hamlet. 

Hum. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flauc that is not twentith part tbekyth 
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